NO words are there to be found, for ever,
For the things that truly exist,
Nothing but fruitless gropings after expression.

No words are there to thank God for the joy He has

given,

No words to set forth His splendour,
No words to speak of this fair revelation of Him
In the wonderful world He has made, and in sweet

human love.

Here in the silence of evening,

Our souls wide-opened to Heaven,

We will kneel, and pray for His grace,

That, where words are foolish and meaningless,

Our lives may speak of His love.

FATHER,
No glimpse of light can we see
On our future path:

But our hands are held, by Thy mighty hand:
And Thou canst see.

Therefore, fearless and unafraid,
We will march through the darkness,
Upheld and guarded and led by Thy love,
Well knowing that every step of the way
Shall prove Thee more faithful and tender,
More wholly enough for all that we need.